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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 

Note: The editor is not responsible for opinions expressed in this department. All com- 
munications must be accompanied by the name and address of the writer. 

CHRISTMAS AT A NAVY BASE HOSPITAL 

Dear Editor: Reading in the December Journal, "She's in the Navy Now," 
I am reminded of my first Christmas spent at a Navy Base Hospital. With the 
holidays drawing near, the thought of "Home, Sweet Home," seems to prevail 
in the camp; in fact so strong is the feeling that one can see the exact length of 
leave printed in the expressions of the faces of the boys as you work with them 
on the wards from day to day; also it is quite noticeable if leave, for any par- 
ticular reason, has not been granted. We had had a very strenuous two months 
in the influenza wards and when the opportunity to relax presented itself, every- 
body fell to and a real Christmassy Christmas was planned for the boys who were 
left behind. Our new recreation hall was so near completion that a favorable 
word from the Commanding Officer was all that was necessary to put it at our 
disposal. Securing an auto truck, two good wood choppers, an axe or two, and 
sharp knives, we started for the woods for holly and greens. Have you ever 
tried to find a particular spot in the southern part of Jersey? The roads are 
good for traveling, which is one redeeming feature, for I'm sure we covered miles 
hunting the place where holly grows, as described to us, and we felt somewhat 
like the old colored Mammy who, when asked why she would not ride on the 
merry-go-round said, "Why, child, you pays your money and you rides and rides 
and rides, and when you gets off where has you been?" So we, too, found our- 
selves very nearly back at the camp, after a good hour's run. It was great sport, 
trimming the wards and recreation hall, and boys who had looked forward to 
no Christmas tree, and no holly began to sit up and take notice once more. I 
shall never forget the variety of opinions expressed and the suggestions offered 
and while it was not wise to act on them all, here and there an idea was used 
to great advantage. Christmas Eve was the best ever for some of the boys; we 
popped corn and strung it for the tree, spun tops until about dizzy ourselves, and 
tooted toy horns, a signal for everybody to gather in the recreation hall. They 
came, the lame and the halt. For the first time in my short life in the Navy, 
rules and regulations were put on the shelf and "Carry on" was the pass word 
for the remainder of the evening. After movies, — Navy punch, cookies, and candy 
were served, then a present for everybody from the tree. Some one started to 
play "Over There," "It's a Long Way to Berlin," etc., and lost in song and smokes, 
the miles separating the boys from home and home folks were forgotten for the 
time being. 

E. B. S. 

CHRISTMAS AT CAMP GRANT 

Dear Editor: How would it seem to spend a Christmas in an Army camp? 
That was the question which confronted many of the girls of the Army School of 
Nursing the week before Christmas while they were anxiously looking forward 
to the issuing of the Christmas passes. However, the announcement that all 
the wards of the hospital were to be decorated for the holiday, and that the work 
was to be done by the nurses in the various wards, aroused a new vein of interest 
and a great amount of friendly competition arose among the various wards as to 
which would be the most attractively attired for the holiday season. The decorating 
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